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- NEW sCHEME 


OF TRUSTEES. 


——_e——- 


FAMILY TRUST 
INVESTMENT POLICIES, 


Securing a Fized Income for 
Survwing Relatives. 


RELIEF 


FOR PARTICULARS, APPLY TO 


THE STANDARD 


LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Funds, 73 Millions Stg. 


Evixsvunen, 38, George Street (Head Office). 


Lowpos, 63, King William Street, B.C. 
8, Pall Mall East, 8.W. 

Dusias, 66, Upper Sackville Street. 

branches @ ——- tm /ndia & the Colonies. 





FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT 





AND EASY To 6 chow 


EDS | 


THE BEST PROCURABLE. 


Lists Free. 


&/+ per doz, GO/~ per 100. 
Ak other Nursery Stach 
carriage / 


weinPOTS From 15/- a doz. 


Ornamental Trees, 91 Acres. 


Four Acres of Glass. 
per doz 


slightly imereased prices. 


REA’ GERMAN HOLLOW 





Black Hanuic 


Tro = = ) Sumas ani Dealers. 


W hoiesale aarrr, & Us., Londes, W 


| The Health and of an individual 
od m (he quant ty ns wality of the 
Wien the tiesues he o been « at work 


cause a oy 
| sutrttie: end tw 

organs ~e— — 
of Rer ofaia Seurvy. Bezems, hed Lass, Shin ond 
binds, 


|e wd Diseases, Pim 





CASCARA-HAWLEY 


Tasteless Laxative, for Ladies, Children, &c., le. 14. and ds. 64. CURES CONSTIPATION. 
Savare Oubeb Cigarettes, ls. and 2s. 6d. Savaresse’s Sandel Ol Capenies, 4s. “ 








SAVORY and MOORE'S 


BEST FOOD ror INFANTS 


USED IM TEE DOTAL WURSERIES Tins, is., 2s., Se, and 10s., everywhere. 
















Fight) Acresin Stock. 


ES Palmers ‘Venus’ 


HUNDREDS of THOUSANDS. 
Bushes in variety. Packing and 
riage free for Cash with order. 


Clematis (80,000) trom 1g/- 
N.B.— ry Plants are sold at 
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CENERAL CATALOGUE 


GROUND | 


6s. 6d. Ivory Handle, 7s. 6d. 
A Pr , lvory Handles, in Rus.leather case,21s. 











|CHRISTMAS 
PRESENTS. 


The Largest and Choicest 
Stock in the World. 


COLDSMITHS’ COMPANY, 
Show vone: [19, RECENT ST.,W. 
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MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
SPOONS & FORKS 











PURE CUMBERLAND LEAD 


ADAPTED FOR THE 


PATENT EVER-POINTED PENCIL 


sizes H, M, VS, W. 


S. MORDAN & CO, 


Porenrees axwp Mancrscrvaras, LONDON. 


PACKHAM’S 
TABLE WATERS 


ARE MADE WITH 


DISTILLED WATER. 


Manufactory, Croydon. 





sue |A PERFECT NICHT - LICHT. 
Palmer's ‘Venus’ issn; Safe. 


no Grease, | 
Smoke, 
< Smell. 
tried, 
no other 
will ever 
be used. 
For burning in glasses without w.ter. 


PALMER & CO., Ltd., Stratford, E. 


Sole Patentees and Manufacturers. 
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BRIGHTON 
| Hove. Merror ; 


The finest and 
most luxuriou 
Beaside 
Hote! 
in the 
World 
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A} 123 NEW BOND| 
TR STREET LONDONW 

A Fine Art Photograi 
and Photogravures of 
Celebrated Pictures 
<} ILLUSTRATED | 
CATALOGUE | 
POST FREE 
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DEIRA, lea 


vi eth Marek 
For MOhOW Oo BICILY. “PALESTINE and Fotrt, 


SOUTH OF OF SPAIN, Gh Bch ook TTANTENOPLE 


ae, 27th March. rnime 13th May. Fe 
SIC aK Be rVaNicE, CORFU, AREA, &c., heaving 
ar April, returning 5th J 


light, “electric bella, hot and 
gi hs, high por tem onisine. Managers 
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- Facsimile of Envelope received through the post by Messrs. 
John Player & Sons. 





EVERY SMOKER THAT YOU MEET 

EVERY FRIEND THAT YOU MAY GREET 
EVERY BOBBY ON HIS BEAT. 

EVERY SPORTSMAN, GRAVE AND NEAT. 
FINDS fT FRAGRANT, COOL ANI) SWEET 
AND ENJOYS AS LIFES GEST TREAT. 
SMOKING 


PLAYER'S NAVY CUT 








For tHe LA RQOURER w Hwt, 
For THe LORD with DAINTY erRUT. 

For THE SWEEP warns SMUT, 
Tienes no WEED rinos ravour BUT 


PLAYERS” NAVY CUT 


Sold only in |-ot. Packets, and 2,4, and6-cs Tims. Of all Tobacco Sellers, Stores, &c. 


PLAYER’S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES “ “.2L.22iss 
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sale of the leading Hosiery and netted 


Piate Powder 


NON-MEKCUMIAL. . 
AKTICLE for ChkANING gi wa p RLECTRO 
~~ Se. 
Bold everywhere, ls, 2s. Od... 


ROWLANDS' 


ODONTO 


a pure, fragrant, non-gritty tooth 
powder ; 
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OPOLE 


ICHABOD. 










A constable I spied : 





















est and 
Ixurionus His head upon his breast was bent, 
easide Against the parapet he leant, 
Hote! He gazed upon the stream intent, 
B the And as I passed he sighed. 
foria ‘* What ails thee, officer?” I cried 
In sympathetic tone. 
= ‘* What sorrow in thy soul is bred? 
RUN] Nay, a | shake thy mournful 
: | ead, 
ALIN But tell me of thy woes instead— 
‘APHIC | Thou shalt not weep alone.” 
NY He eyed me for a moment's space 
| In half-suspicious doubt ; 
BOND) But reading not a single trace 
ON DON Ww} Of aught but pity in my face, 
tography) He told me of his hapless case 
avures of And po his sorrows out. 
! Pictures “ Time was, not many months 
RATED | " ae P 
FRATED | His voice began to quiver— 
o> “ Whes, in a stately march and 
: slow, 
5 The tide of traffic used to flow 
<i In floods as full as that below ”— 
A He pointed to the river. 
LUSITANIA, “ From early dawn to dewy night 
ERIPPE It still blocked up the way : 
one The creaking wain, the hansom 
and PGYPT, ight 
wtixorie The gaudy bus, in colours bright, 
7H The gilded coach, the buggy slight, 
aladel And e’en the donkey- y. 
‘cee as —_ the throng I took my 
¢ lat 8 . 
treeewe I watched them come and go. 














As over London Bridge I went 


Anon the serried lines I scanned, 

Anon I raised a warning hand, 

And lo! at my supreme command 
The flood forgot to flow ! 


** The bus, the cab, the coach, the 


y, 
Were motionless and still. 





THESE FLOODS ARE STUNNING | 

WFEKS BEFORE THE TIME!” 
Harrow Boy (gloomily). ‘‘1 wisu To Goopnrss THE Gov’NOR HAD 

SENT mE TO Eron. We’'RE UP ON A BEASTLY HILL HERE, AN’ NO 


CHANCE OF ANY FLoops !” 











































THE ADVANTAGE OF HIGHER EDUCATION. 


Eton Boy (who has come to see his Brother at Harrow), ‘‘I say, 
WeE’RE ALL SENT HOME, FouR 


In all the crowds that pasred me by 
Was no one of degree so high 
That dared my sovereignty defy, 
Or disobey my will. 

** The hansom hasting on her way 
Paused when she heard my call. 
The coster checked his donkey- 


shay, 
The gartered lord his prancing 
= 
All, all were cabjont to my sway, 
My word was w to all. 
** Alas! alas! ‘tis thus no more! 


Gone is my pride and power ! 
Where thousands in days 


of 
Across the bridge, we've scarce a 


score, 
For now the tides of traffic pour 
Round by the busy Tower. 
** And I am left to mourn alone 
~ The glories that are fled. 
None heed me now—alas! not one! 
My life is lived! my day is done! 
Othello’ s occupation ’s gone — 
Ah! would that I were dead!” 
He ceased. The manly voice broke 
down. 
I could no stay, 
But, as I hurried off to town, 
upon him -a-crown, 
And joyed toseethe hopeless frown 
Die for a while away. 


“THe Rarpers,’’—Sure as our 
Raiders know, just one hundred 
and nine persons, of re- 
sorting to the Albert Club, in Bolt 
Court, Fleet Street, for the pur- 
wendy betting,—much as their 

do elsewhere,—were ar- 
rested by the police and walked off 
to Bridewell. Ominous names for 
the locality! As they weren’t 
sufficiently ‘fleet’ to run away 
they couldn’t ** bolt,”’ and so were 
all ** caught!” 
























Dear me! 


Which I took 








_« Behold w 
Ten years ago! 









For mild 






Sir Cresvs sinee, and ‘* 
Ah, poor Miss 





A Sarah-Grand-Phi 









Here is a mystic si 






What said her cha: 
“May” ? * Many” 











NOMINIS UMBRA. 


Wnuar’sthis? Discoloured, left by chance 
Within this dusty letter-rack— 

The programme of a dance 

in ten years back ! 

** The Towers, Rigden,” at that date 

__ The Denvers’ house. Sir CHa Rves has flitted 

Since then to some secluded State 
Where creditors are not admitted. 


There’s not, observe, a single blank ; 
t energy was mine 
I used to rank 
A waltz as something quite divine ; 
All night its mazes I pursued— 
At least (this statement more precise is) 
With but a sate g interlude 
irtation, **‘ cup,” and ices. 
And then, my partners—twice, I see. 
I danced with FLoxence SMITH, w 
Erne. V.”— 
Vivian, yes —she’s dead. 
** Miss Jonnson ”—I remem f 
She told me man was quite demented, 


Before *‘ New Women” were invented. 
And others follow. Though I’m sure 
< 1’m fairly certain as to them, 
r ture, 
For who, in wonder’s name, was ‘‘ M.” ? 
I danced with her four times ! 


I cannot construe that 





ho ’s wed 


ber her 


jadicial ? 


I wonder, vaguely, where we met, 
And how it was we came to part, 
And whether I have left her yet 
A permanently-injured heart ; 
Well 1 faded programme, you may go, 
To tear you up at once were better ; 
But yet—I’d ape dope to know 
The meaning of that mystic letter ! 








Parliamentary Aspiration. 
(By Jeremy Micawber Diddler.) 

Or the (£)300, grant but three, 

I'll make a shape for paid M.P. 





A Lecrurs on Temrerance. 


t. This can not occur again!” 





“Munger” ? It’s ab- 
(surd, 


initial ! 


of 
ber SO to say Hedy ij mpm, 








LINES TO A LADY. 


(A Misappropriator's Apology.) 
My dear Miss B., I cannot rest by day, 
At night I never sleep,—or not for long. 
The reason is, it grieves me much to say, 
I’ve done what I'm afraid you'll think is 
wrong. 
I’ve stolen something—don’t, I beg you, 


For I =e thief—I trust I do not look it. 
You missed when I went off a photograph ? 
Prepare for a surprise, twas I who took it! 
How did I do it? Well, the day | left 

I got down early—half an hour or more 
Before you knew it. That’s why you’re 


Of that one photograph from out your store. 

Yes—I have sinned, and suffered on the rack 

Of ised remorse, although I trust I 

May be forgiven. 1’li send the portrait back 

it that _o only way. But tell me— 
must 


* Qorre a Larrys ’Oxrpay.’’—Last Satur- 
day the Times notified one *‘ Henny Hori- 
pay” officially in ** editorial” type that, as 
eee ten ais eedaiel ie, « 

ving ex , apo or, a 

enerally settled all round, they meant to give 








e subject a complete holiday, but that as re- 
ar dead mesun whe weste 
’ the Times must 





treat him as a “* 
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“I MAY FIND THIS EMINENTLY SERVICEABLE FOR EXAMINING THE LIBERAL Masoriry.’ 


(“ Mr. GLapstows has become an honorary member of the Guildford Microscopic Natural History Society.” —Daily Papers.} 
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A MATTER FOR CONSIDERATION. 
Scene—-Jones doing Honeymoon Driving Tour in Ireland, His Leader has just got one of the reins under his tail, and is lashing out vigorously. 


Jones, “Heer! 


Hi THERE ! 


CATCH HOLD OF HIM! 


HANG IT ALL, CATCH HOLD OF Him!” 


Fat. ** BeGORRA THIN, WAS IT THIS IND YE’D BE AFTHER WANTIN’ ME TO HOULD?” 











THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS. | 


Ir you want a receipt for that Popular! 


Myste’ 
Known to the world as our own Grand Old | 


Man, 
Take all the Titans and Crichtons of history, 
Rolling ’em all into one—if you can. 
Take Jutius Cesar and TietatH-Pnoeser, | 
Brasrpas, ** Bony,” and General Boorn, | 
Homer and Horace, and Turrer and | 
Morzis, 
Cicero, Caivriy, and Louis Kossu15 ; 
Goretas, Saxcnez, Sir ARCHIBALD ALIsoN, 
Prato, Aveustine, and W, Sreap, 
With—but mere catalogue moveth man’s 


malison, 
Be all Biography “* taken as read” ; 
Then, if peeve lumped the Divine and 
er, 

Sophist, and Casuist clever to gloss over, 

Orator, Essayist, Scholar and Bard, 

Best Swordsman or “ Pug” who e’er fenced, 
smote, or sparred, 

T too many by far to enumerate, 

Melt them all down to a splendid con- 

erate ;— 
Then you will find your ingenious plan 
Misses nine-tenths of our own Grand Old Man. 


Yes! Grizert’s Heavy Dragoon, oom a 
n. an, 


paragon, 
Was not a patch on our own Old 

Duleet as hydromel, tart as fresh Tarragon ; 
Homeric in wrath in the scrimmage’s van, 

Horatian at homeand at ease,—merum nectar, 
(As ScaticeR said of that sweet Ode to 


_  Pyrrha,) 
Fierce as Atowzo the Brave’s fiery spectre, 





Or, mild as a Jute or the lark’s tirra-lirra! 


Male CLEopaTRA, whom “*‘ age cannot wither,” 
Whose wondrous variety custom can’t stale, 
All round the Universe, hither and thither, 
Rambles his genius, aged but hale. 
Jam and geology, pious “ apo’ ” 
For tiny flaws in the arms of theology. 
Anti-Besantine attacks on Theosophy ; 
Obiter dicta on Art and Philosophy ; 
Hoxtey-d fiancee on errors of Science, 


nd—— 
Ah! Whatis this? Why an optic appli- 
ance! 
Not Mriton’s great optic tube, nor Lord 
ae + 
But- something to peer at a microbe’s pro- 
bosci 


8, 
A marvel of high-polished glittering brasses, 
And soft-winding screwr, and adjustable 


lasses ; 
A dll world of wheels as a xy shiny, 
Admitting the gaze to a world yet more tiny 
Of butterfly down and midge-stumachs and 
wings! 


Well, Witu1am, old friend, ’tis the day of 
small things, , : ; 

Most of the matters on which prints are topical, 
Strike a large intellect as— peep ! 
Jove—or Achilles—the world now delivers 

To myrmidons ant-like who swarm, fume 


and fuss. 

Parties «em split into sections and slivers, 

ne which bellow, ** The first place for 
s »” 
agen Time = olen ene 
ou ma our new men u 

To--shall ve + gauge the New Leaders’ 
authority, 

Or look at that small, dwindling Liberal 
majority ? 








RUBINSTEIN. 


Since Pacanrnnt, fingers never ht 

As his who from the ringing eyboerd brought 
s his w the ri g key t 
A world of wondrous bine wd f which bound 

Een ignorance in an astonish rapture. 
That world isclosed, whose magic ** sesame” 

He only held, where he alone could capture 
The spirits of strange woe and witching glee, 

And set them sounding in dull human ears. 

Music whose memory moves our smiles and 

tears. 





New Nursery Rhyme. 
(On the New (Nursery) Art.) 
Her! ’Tisa riddle, 
A do and a diddle, 
A fad, and a lunatic lune ; 
A scrawl and a sm e, 
And in fact arrant fudge, 
To be kicked to Art’s limbo—and soon. 


Monetary Multum in Parvo. 
~~ spend your life = spending ; 
lorrow never, y pay; 

Save—but not with tol g; 
Give—but wisely—what you may: 

He who lends himself to /ending, 
Gives himself away. 





The Journalistic Jettatura. 


great y \. 
Not to bewitch, but to swagger and spy, 
Is the basilisk tack of our Evil ha 























Lady Maisie (softly . And you really meant to go away, and never 
let one of us know what had happened to you! 

Undershell (to himaelf). How easy it is after all to be a hero! 
Aloud.) That certainly was my intention, only I was—er—not 
vermitted to carry it out. I trust you don’t consider I should have 


een to blame ? 
Lady Maisie (with shining eyes)."To blame? Mr. Braret As if 
I could possibly do that!! (To herself.) 4 He doesn’t even ‘see 


splendid it was of him! 

Und. (to himself \. | begin to believe that I can do no wrong in her 
eyes! (Aloud.) It was not altogether easy, believe me, to leave 
without even having seen your 
face; but I felt so strongly that 
it was better so. 

Lady Maisie (looking down). 
And—do you still feel that ? 

Und. 1 must confess that I am 
well content to have failed. It 
was such unspeakable torture to 
think that you, Lady Marsie, 
you of am pep. would ome 
your sole idea of my personality 
from such an irredeemable vul- 
garian as that veterinary surgeon 

the man Spveret ! 

Lady Maisie (to herself, with 
an almost imperceptible start), I 
suppose it’s only natural he 
should feel like that—but I wish 

I do wish he had put it just a 
little differently! (Aloud.) Poor 
Mr. Srvrnett; perhaps he was 
not exact] y— 

Und. Not eractly ! I assure 
you, it is simply inconceivable to 
me that, in a circle of any preten- 
sions to culture and refinement, 
an ill-bred boor like that could 
have been accepted for a single 
moment as—I won't say a Man 
of Genina, but 

Lady Maisie (the light dyin 
out of her eyes). No, don’ t—don't 
go on, Mr. Brarn! We were all 
exceedingly stupid, no doubt, but 
you must make allowances for us 

for me, especially. I have had 
so few opportunities of moieg 
people whoare really distinguish 

in literature, at least. Most of 
the people I know best are—well 
not exactly clever, you know. i 
so often wish I was in a set that 
cared rather more about intellec- 
tual things! 

Und. (with infinite pity). How 
you must have pined for fréer air! How you must have starved on 
such mental provender as, for example, the vapid and inane common- 
places of that swaggering carpet-soldier, Captain—TAICcKsET, isn't it? 

Lady Maisie (drawing back into her corner). You evidently don’t 
know that Captain Tuickwesse distinguished himself greatly in the 
Soudan, where he was very severely wounded. ’ 
Und. Possibly ; but that is searcely to the point. I do not ques- 
tion his efficiency as a fighting animal. As to his intelligence, 
perhaps, the less said the better. 

Lady Maisie (contracting her brows). Decidedly. I 
mentioned at once that Captain THickwesse is a very 
mine. 

Und. Really ” 
don't think that I spoke with any personal animus; I merely happen 
to entertain a peculiar aversion for a class whose ession is sys- 
tematic slanghter. In these Democratic times, when Humanity is 
advancing by leaps and bounds towards In i Solidarity, 
soldiers are such grotesque and unnecessary anachronisms. 

Lady Maisie (to herself, with a little shiver). Oh, why does he— 
why does he? (Aloud.) 1 should have thought that, until war 
itself is an anachronism, men who are willing to fight and die for 
their country could never be quite unnecessary. But we won't 








ht to have 
friend of 








“* De come and search for snowdrops ! 


He, at least, may be congratulated. But say! aad 
| mever occurred to me 


| But then I’m not a Democrat, M 
‘it 


| wouldn't it ? (Observing his 
don't find this bench quite 
Und. I[—er—modera' 
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and discuss Captain Taickwesss, particularly now that he has left 
LYRE AND LANCET. Wyvern. Suppose we go back to Mr. Srcruztt. I know, of course, 
(A Story in Scones.) oF Baas him an lguemanee — as you did, you acted from the best 
PART XXII.—A DESCENT FROM THE CLOUDS. and highest motives; — ' 
Und. It is refreshing to be so thoroughly understood! I think I 
Secure XXXIL.—Jn the Elizabethan Garden. Tram—About | know'what your “ but still” ae a oH I not foresee that he 
11 A.M. ; a Marste and UNDERSHELL are on a seat in the| would infallibly betray himself before long? I did. But I gave 
Yew Walk. 


/him credit for being able to sustain his part for another hour or 


two—until I had gone, in fact. 
Lady Maisie. Then you didn’t wish to spare Ais feelings as well 
as ours ? 


Und. To be quite frank, I didn’t trouble myself about him; my 
| sole object was to retreat with dignity ; he had got himself somehow 
or other into a false position he must get out of as best he could. 
~ all, he would be none the worse for having filled My place for 
| a few hours, 
| Lady Maime (slowly). I see. It didn’t matter to you whether he 
was suspected of being an impostor, or made to feel uncomfortable, 
or—or anything. Wasn’t that a little unfeeling of you ? 

Und. Unfeeling! I allowed 
him to keep my evening clothes. 
which is more t a 
many—— ! 

Lady Maisie. At all events, he 
may have had to pay more heavily 
than you imagine. er 
whether—— But I suppose any- 
thing so unromantic as the love 
affairs of a veterinary surgeon 
would have no interest for you ? 

Und. Why not, Lady Marste ? 
To the Student of Humanity, and 
still more to the Poet, the humblest 
love-story may have its interest- 
ing—even its suggestive—aspect. 

Lady Maisie. Well, I may tell 

m that it seems Mr. Srvrrery 

as long been attached, if not 
actually engaged, to a maid of 


mine. 

Und, (startled out of his self- 
possession). You—you don’t mean 
to Miss Puriirpson ? 

Lady Maisie. That is her name. 
How verv odd that you——_ But 
perhaps Mr. SpcrRRELL mentioned 
it to you last night ? 

Und. (recovering his sang- 
roid). I am hardly likely to have 
eard of it from any other quarter. 

Lady Maisie. Of course not. 
And? did he tell you that she was 
here, in this very house ? 

Und. No, hejnever mentioned 
that, {What a} singular coinci- 
dence ! 

Lady Maisie, Yes, rather. The 
worst of it is that the foolish girl 
seems to have heard that he was a 


guest here, and jum to the 
conclusion that he to 
eare for her ; so she rev her- 


” 


self by a desperate flirtation with 
some worthless wretch she met in 
the Housekeeper’s Room, whose flattery and admiration, I’m very 
much afraid, have completely turned her head ! 

Und. (uncomfortably). Ah, well, she must learn to forget him, 
and no doubt, in time——- How wonderful the pale sunlight is on 
that yew hedge! 

Lady Maisie. You are not very sympathetic! I should not have 
told you at all, only I wanted to show you that if poor Mr. SpvurRELL 
did innocently usurp your place, he may have lost—— But I see 
all this only bores you. 

Und. Candidlv, Lady Marsre, I can’t affect a very keen interest 
in the—er—gossip of the Housekeeper's Room. Indeed I am rather 
sed that you should condescend to listen to—- 

y Maisie (to herself). This is really too much! (Aloud.) It 
. ing” in taking an 


I was * 
interest in a pretty and wayward girl who happens to be my maid. 
r. Briar. 
‘nd. 1—I’m afraid you construed my remark as a rebuke ; which 
was not at all intended to be. 
Lady Maisie. It would have been rather uncalled for if it been, 
’ you 


uneasiness.) I’m 
tely so. (To himself.) ” There’s a female 











| Decmcmn 1, 1894.] 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


257 





| 
} 
i 





figure coming down the terrace It’s horribly like—— But that 
must be my morbid fancy ; still, if I ona ast Lady Matte away, just 
in ease— (Aloud.) D—don’t you sitting still becomes 
little—er— monotonous after a time? Couldn't we—— 

He rises, spasmodically, 

Lady Maisie (rising too), Certainly ; we have sat here quite long 
enough. It is time we went back. 

Und. (to himself), We shall meet her! and I’m almost sure 
iv’s—— I must prevent any—— (Aloud.) Not back, Lady Marsre! 
You—you promised to show me the orchid-house—you did, indeed ! 

Lady Maisie. Very ; we can go in, if you care about orchids. 


| It's on our way 


Und. (to himself). This is too awful! It is that girl Patturesoy. 

She is looking for somebody! Me! (A/oud.) On second thoughts, 

I don’t think I do care to see the orchids. I detest them; they are 

things. Let us turn back 

there are any snowdrops on the lawn behind that hedge. I love the 

snowdrop, it is so ul and innocent, with its pure green- 
Lady Maisie, Not just now. I think—(as she shields her 

with one hand)—1’m not quite sure yet—but I rather fancy 
Und. (eagerly). I assure you, Lady Marsre, you are quite mis- 

taken. Not the /east like her! 

without having seen her, Mr. Biarr ? 

Und, I—1 meant—— You described her as ‘‘ pretty,” you know. 


| This girl is plain— distinctly plain ! 


weird unnatural extravagant thi see if 
veined—— Do come and search for snowdrops 
that 
must be my maid at the other end of the walk. 
Lady Maisie (astonished). Why, how can you possibly tell that, 
However, it certainly is 


Lady Maisie, 1 don't agree at all. 


| Puriirpson, and she seems to have come out in search of me; so 


| we turn back ? 


| had better see if she has any message. 

Und. She hasn't. I’m positive she hasn't. She—she wouldn’t 
walk like that if she had. (In fererish anxiety.) Lady Matsre, shall 
She—she hasn’t seen us vet / 


Lady Maisie, Really, Mr. Buarn! I don't quite see why I should 


run away from my own maid! . . . What is it, Pariireson ? 


[ She adrances to meet PHILLIPSON, leaving UNDERSHELL behind, 
motionless, 

Und. (to himself). It’s all over! That vonfounded girl recor- 

nises me. I saw her face change! She’ll be jealous, | know she'll 


| be jealous—and then she'll tell Lady Marsre everything! . . . I 


| wish to Heaven I could hear what she is saying. 
| agitated... . I— 
| would look too like ranning away, 
| face it out, like a man! i 





Lady MaIsre seems 
I might stroll gently on and leave them ; but it 
perhaps. No, I'll stay 
I won’t give up just yet. (He sinks imply 
upon the bench.) After all, I’ve been in worse holes than this since 
[ came into this infernal place, and I’ve always managed to scramble 
out—triumphantly, too! If she will | give me five minutes alone, 
I know I can clear myself; it isn’t as i had done anything to 
ashamed of. . . . She’s sent away that girl. She seems to be expect- 
ing me to come to her. . . . I—I suppose I'd better. { 
[He rises with effort, and goes towards Lady Matste with a 
jaunty unconsciousness that somehow has the air of stopping 
short just above the knees. 








COUNTING NOSES, 


BerwEeN nose and nose a strange 

contest arose 
Concerning the smells from a 
brewery. their foes 
Some thought ‘them like Eau de Cologne, whilst 
ounced them as sickly and sewery. [Cologne, 
’Twixt the Rhine, which (see CoLertnGE) washes 

And that sweet “‘ Cologne water” that scents it. 
How now shall the difference truly 
be known ? (resents it ! 
SS) comparison ! 

5, (fic, Oh! what és an odour, and what is 
a “stink”? ng it.) 
; . (As the outspoken schoolboy will 
If man’s nose is asked to decide, 

well, I think, 
i In puzzlement pure man must— 

rub it! 
If the fragrance of “‘ grains” will to some suggest drains, 
And to others bright Bendemeer's roses, on 
Sanitation’s big problem a puzzle remains, 
Since it all seems a question of noses. 








New Director to Royrat Cortese or Music,—“ 
succeed Sir Gronor Grove?” that was the qu 
to the inquiry \ “Who but Parry?” Whereupon Hvusert 
PARRY was on . Now, all music at the College, of whatever 
nationality, be taught @ la mode de Parry. 


be suggests 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


are” disposed to deny to Mr. Granstowe a sense of 
humour. will surely reconsider their j it in view of 
the fact that the late Prewrer made the author of Work and Wages 
(Lowemans) a Lord-in-waiting to the Quren. The volume contains 
in handy form a series 

of addresses and papers 
oan and written by 
Baassey during the 

last quarter of a century. 
They disclose found 
knowledge, not only of the 
iples that underlie 
the connection ween 
Work and Wages, but of 
the everyday practices 
that sometimes control it. 
Thsgnanest, the book is 
marked by a broad spirit 
and statesmanlike view 
which, if more common, 
would make strikes much 


introduction points out, 

. when in 1869 the you 

member for Hastings (not yet Lord Brassry) addressed the House 
Commons on the subject of Trade Unions there were very few members 
who knew anything about the cabjest, except that they did not like 
it, Mr. Brassey, son of one of the greatest em of labour 
of the day, had the breadth of mind to recognise the right of industrial 
organisation representing labour, and lived to see the ban inst 
trades unions removed by the House of Commons, The book is, my 
Baronite says, the most valuable contribution to the intricate 
 agenae discussed of any recently published. Truly a most remark- 
le work for an ex-lord-in-waiting. We shall next hear of Mr. 
ae ” Sprrcer coming out with a treatise on the Solar 


“With delight,” writes a young Baronite. “ the ordinary schoolboy 


words of wisdom to the ever-blissful 


here and | Pes 


Great Cae Trail, by Epwarp 8. Exxis ee © Co.) ; ue 
certainly life appears very, so very interesting, w you can be a 
hero with Buffalo Bill effect.” 

Five Stars in a Little Pool, by Evtrn Carntwoton (Cassert & Co.), 
lives and billiards, that is the wrong cue to give, except 
that it is five little stories in black on white, * red” is added when 
you ’ve finished the book. 

CasseLt & Co, evidently, or, says a Baronite fresh from school, 
** Ovidently”” put a new construction on “ Ars est celare Artem,’ 
for in their Magazine of Art it is clearly shown not only what Art 
does but how it does it. The etchings and photogravures are charm- 
ing. There is a capital article on stage cost and among them 
is found the original idea out of which the ble Serpentine 
dance was twirlingly evolved. 

Most little people will be much amused by the tale of 
Toby, by Ascorr R. Hore. He is not of course Mr, Punch's 
**Toby,” cela va sans dire. There cannot be two Tobies, It is 
“* Toby or not Toby,” and there is no “ question” about it, is 
Toby, to whom the Toby never stood godfather, gives us the benefit 
of his amusing opinions. He is brought out by Lewes (& Co,), and is 
Tobe: the daintiest dogs in the Dainty Book Series. So much for 
Any who read the first series of Highteenth Century Vignettes, by 
Avustrx Donson, will eagerly welcome a second series issued by the 
same publishers, Messrs. Cuatro any Wixpvus. Of all writers at 
work to-day, Mr. Austin Donsoy is most profoundly steeped in the 
literary ersence of the Eighteenth Century, and is most sa in 
reproducing its flavour. In writing about Swirt, Rictsnnson, 
Dr. Jonson, or the topography of Humpaner CLiInker (a A 
yet most mellow disquisition), he does not condescend to the easily- 
acquired trick of introducing archaic words, or inverting sections of 
phrases with which we are familiar in the works of some other 
— on ree Ae broad ye os 

e of these pleasant 
reer d Aad and bookbuyers, a certain di 
flavour. 8o intimate is Mr. Donsow 


Ttemav ari 


ingly vivid life. His picture of Swirt writing to Sretia from 
uae? : 


the back room of a first floor in Bury Street, St. James's, is 


masterpiece of li raiture. 
" 8 Tue Baron pe Boox-Woxms. 
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Hypatia Roland (to the Brown's Parlourmaid). ‘‘Cauu ue A Hansom, PLEASE.” 


Cadby. “‘1'™ corsa Your way, Mixs Rotawp, 


WE MIGHT GO TOGETHER.” 








Miss Roland, ‘‘ Two Hansoms, PLEASE!” 




















“ALL’S WELL!” 
A Dost. 
Re-arranged ( for Lion and Bear) after Dibden. 

[‘‘ Several Russian newspapers publish articles 

. . declaring that an Anglo- Russian understand- 
ing would be of enormous advantage to the respec- 
tive interests of the two nations, besides promoting 
European peace.” — Times. } 

Spoken. 

Russian Bear (with effusion). Now this is 
really delightful ! 

British Lion (cordially). Most charming, 
I’m sure! 

R. Bear. What I ’ve longed for for ages! 

B. Lion. What I've wished for centuries ! 

R. Bear. Strange how long we have been 
separated by judice ! 

B. Lion, S om respective dens are 
so conveniently situated for mutual calls, and 
genial interchange of love and liquor ! 

R. Bear. Why, I like you immensely, now 
I see you near. 

B. Lion. And I'm enormously taken with 
you, at close quarters. 

R. Bear, You have little of the Lion but 


its magnanimous courage. 
you have nothing of the 


. Lion, And 
Bear but its skin. 

R. Bear, The kind things you have been 
saying about me lately have quite touched 


me. 
B. Lion. Don’t mention it. You deserved 
‘em all. Delighted to render any little civili- 


ties to a near neighbour, y in time of 
trouble. 

R. Bear (much moved). A thousand 
thanks! Leo! Let me em you. No 


longer afraid of my hug, are you ? 
Lion. Not a bit of it! 
something ike a ** Russian Advance!!!” 





Oh! this is 


R. Bear. And this is indeed a right 
** British Greeting !'! !” 

B. Lion (aside).“ Wonder what the Gallic 
Chanticleer thinks of this /4 

Bear (aside), Fancy 

Eagle eyes us a sate) y. 

B. Lion (a . Well, let us meet often, 
Bruin, and talk aoe amicably. 

R. Bear (aloud). e will, Leo, we will. 
Ah! what a pity we didn’t know each other 


the Teutonic 


before ! 
B. Lion. Yes, indeed. However, All’s 
well that ends well ! 
R. Bear, “ All’s Well!” ‘Ah! Cue for 
song! Let us warble! 
They sing :-— 
Converted (rather late than soon), 


We peace proclaim,—thrice blessed boon ! 

We meet, as friends, on common ground ; 

On sentry go no more tramp round ; 

And should our footsteps haply stray, 

Where treaties mark the outed way,— 
et etdiy Ut 

ger quickly tell,— 

* A friend!” 


“ The word ! ” 
“ Comrades !” 
“Att’s Wei!” 


Or, steaming on the briny deep, 

Watch each on we scarce need keep 
From off the ironclad’s steel deck, 

Lest mutual foes meet common wreck. 

A friend If a strange hull draw near, 


A voice salutes each ear. 
Wad eens pe 

“ Above! ” 

7) Below!” 


“* Messmates '” 


Ho, brother, :,aickly tell !— | ha 





lst Singer (crescendo). A-a-a-a-a-bore ! 

2nd Singer (diminuendo). 
Be-e-e-e-e-e-e-e-Low |! 

Tutti ( fortissimo),. 


[So mote it be!” adds Mr. P.] 








OLLENDORFIAN. 





A-A-a-a-Lt'’s Wet!!! | 


(Example of the Very Latest French Exercise.) | 


Ovr neighbour has many Colonies, The 
Colonies of our neighbour are very productive. 
Why should we not have (some) productive 
Colonies? The cock is more valiant than the 


lion, Let us send the Ambassador to the bad | 


Queen. The bad Queen has pulled the nose 
of the Ambassador. She is very obstinate, 
but she is not very amiable. The soldiers, 
the sailors, the ships, the stores, and the 
ammunition will soon arrive. The island has 
a very good soil, but not a very good climate. 
Why have the soldiers and the sailors not 
yet 


marched to the capital? Because the | 


soldiers and the sailors have all got the fever. | 


es 4 have they got the fever? Because our 
neighbour is wicked. Does it rain like this 
every day? Yes, it rains every day in the 
wet season. Which, then, is the dry season 
in the island? There is no dry season in the 
island. It is right to live for glory. There 
is much glory in shooting barbsrians. When 
the island is conquered, who will go and live 
in it? My tailor, my butcher, my wife's 
mother (the mother of my wife), and all — 
creditors, I hope, will go and live in it. e 
are not so rich as we once were. Why are 
we pond Sey ——— 

ve spent our money in trying ve 
big Colonies like our neighbour. If our 
neighbour is so wicked, why should we 
imitate him? He is only wicked because he 


“Att’s Wei!!!” | has (the) big Colonies. 





— 
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“ ALL’S WELL!” 








Burris Liow axp Rousstaw Bear (together). (‘WHAT A PITY WE DIDN’T KNOW EACH OTHER BEFORE!” 
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POLITICS AND GALLANTRY. 


First 'Arry. “‘ Hay, wot's THIS "ERE RosEBERY A TORKIN’ ABAAT ? 


A GOIN’ TO DO AWY WITH THE LoRDs!” 


BiEss’D IF HE AIN'T 


Second’ Arry (more of a Don Juan than a Politician), ‘‘Do awy wItH THE "OLE BLOOMIN’ LOT 
0’ Loans, IF HE LIKES, AS LONG AS HE DON'T DO AWY WITH THE Lipres |” 


TALK A LA MODE DE LONDRES. | 


Scene—JInterior of a Suburban Railway 
Carriage. Brown, Jones and Roprnson 
discovered reading papers. 


Brown. Wonderfal this war between China 
and Japan. And all arising ont of the Corea. | 
By the way, where is the Corea 

Jones. Oh, close to Port “Arthur, 
you seen the maps in the paper ? 

rown. Yes, but they begin, so to speak, in 
the middle, Of course I know where the Corea 
is for about a hundred miles all round, but 
what's beyond ? 

Robinson (looking over — 
I fancy Russia. That’s 
Russians took such an interest in 
You see, of course, they want an ea into 


Haven't 





the Mediterranean from the Black Sea, and if 
the Corea were definitely annexed by the | 
‘So what would become of 1? 
persis you are wthinking of the 
ae ome cading of his 
mes the r 0, 
Jones. But still the Russians take ia 
terest in the quarrel. Or rather did; for, now | 
that the Muscovites are on such excellent | 


aA yy th i | | wa: 
4 " on is (doubtfully). 1 think not; although, vot basis. 


terms with us, it doesn’ t mush matter what 


rown, Of course not. Such good taste of 
the Czar to make the Prince a Colonel of the 
| Kiel pieces, san ees, = that . bride 
was , not German e new Emperor 
Thoroughly eciates the value of an English 
jain nit. 


you see France, too, wants to 
Jones. Then that will put everything right 
about Egypt, Madagascar, and Afghanistan. 
Robinson (emerging by his poper). I never 
could see the use of the Suez Canal. No more 
could Lord 


Palmerston. And vouldn’t we get 
| to — quite as quickly by the Pacific Rail- 


course, it shortens the route to ‘Austral 
fancy it wouldn't help us much with Egypt. 

Jones. Why, the Pacific Railway is in Canada 
—isn "t it 


ja. 


. T suppose it is. 
to the perusal of his paper. 
Brown. Not that the Pacific Railway i«n’t 
You see, the Americans are waking 
to intervene in the 
eB controversy. That shows they 





have abandoned the old policy of keeping 
themselves to themselves. ” 

Jones. Of course that’s impossible. 
You see that while we are so violently 
in favour of free trade, we must take an 
interest in transatlantic politics. 

Brown. Yes, there is a good deal in 
what you say, and I su on account 
must be care- 


Srom his paper). 
Eiosonnnsa with bi- melallis ism. 
ain enters tunnel, and in the 


rattle the talk subsides. 


pane the fall in silver we 


Perhaps 


THE NOVELIST’S VADE MECUM. 


(Compiled by a Publisher with strong views 
on the Subject.) 


Question, Which do you prefer—a 
novel in three volumes, or in one single 
tome ” 

Answer. That isa matter that entirely 
depends upon terms. 

Q. Then you are indifferent as to 
length ? 
4°A. In everything save the figures of a 
cheque. 

Q. But is not Art your first considera- 
tion ? 

A. Certainly, when it leads to a sub- 
stantial balance at my bankers. 

Q. Then you write foriyour living ? 

A, ¢ rif. or I shouldn't live at all. 

Q. Which do you prefer—a story pro- 
duced in parts, or a story published as 
a whole? 

A. Again a question of terms, Still, if 
remuneration is equal, sketches of charac- 
ter are easier than construction of plot. 

Q. When is the latter necessary ’ 

A. When the novel is written for a 
serial, and is published with the standing 
announcement (frequently repeated), **to 
be continued in our next.” 

Q. Is it difficult to sketch character ? 

A. Not if you do not mind irritating 

our friends and driving your foes into 
unacy. 

Q. How do you'irritate your friends? 

A. By r ucing in an amusing 
manner their peculiarities. 

Q. And how do you madden your foes? 

A. By Ss them over in a dead 
silence, and sternly refusing to recognise 
their existence. 

m- Sow should you treat your contem- 


es if. ou appreciate your work at its 
per. at is to say, your own) value, 
oom will not admire contemporaries, 

Q. And what will you say of authors 
of the past ? 

A. That it is fortunate that they did 
live in the past, as they certainly do not 
exist in the present, and will certainly 
not revive in the future. 

Q. How should you criticise a contem- 
porary’s novel ? 

A, If you are sure of his influencing 
a criticism of your own work favourably, 
raise his romance sky high. If he is, 

m a reviewer's bE ma of view, a neglig- 
able quantity, why, treat him on that 


Q. Then what is your motto ? 
A. “ Nothing for nothing.” 
a: Do you consider a novelist’s Jife the 
sone form of existence ? 
"1. I should say yes if 1 did not know 
at a form of existence to be even better. 
¢ ivatiag «fortune, 
nheriting a fortu your 
wt in your pockets, mel tar the rest 
of your life doing nothing. 
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(DRAGONS PLENTIFUL, AND STRONG ON THE WING.) 


PREHISTORIC PEEPS. 


A urrrie Covert SaoorTine, 
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AMARE, O! 
(By an Usher.) 


Wirn weary brain I hear again | 
The drowsy urchins stam- 
mer, 0, 
From mensa down through | 

every noun (mar, 0! 

That’s in the Latin gram- 
And when declensions pall, | 
why then, 
The exercise to vary, O, 

[ bid them show how well they 


My 
Amare, O! 
“ 4mo, amas,—I love a lass,” 
Herdainty nameis Nancy,O, 
And none but she shall ever be 
The darling of my fancy, 0! 
A r= —well, in love I fell, 
And sure twas no vagary, O, 
For since that day I ’ve learnt 
the way 
To conjugate Amare, 0! 
I whisper now, ‘* Ama, Love 
thou!” 


Anan the fields of bar- 
) 


verb, | 


ley, O, 
And Nance replies, with 
brimming eyes, 
“T love, I love 
CHariie, O!” 
Amo, ama, the livelong day | 
I’ll teach my winsome 
fairy, O, 
Forhasnot sheresolved with me 
To conjugate Amare, 0? 


thee, 





CAUTION. 


The Mojor. ‘Don’t you Like Liqueurs, Mrs, Jinns?” 
Mrs. Jinks, ‘‘ Yas; BUT THEY MAKE ONE 80 UNRESERVED /” 


AD JOVEM PLUVIUM. 
(Ju Plu has been in his best 
form lately.”"—Sporting Paper.) 


Exotayp farewell, when 
showers of rain 
From dewy eve to dawn pour, 
I iy across the heaving main 
o Aden or to Cawnpore. 


The deep floods hide my native 


No more as land I rank it, 
I envy on some foreign strand 
The wo man in his 
blanket. 
Through sandy deserts he may 


roam. 
But bright suns shine for 
me 


him (hom: 
And if he wants to reach his 
He never has to swim there. 
There would I dwell, away, 


awa 
I fly, these floods disdaining, 
Where Jupiter can rule the day 
Without a thought of rain- 
ing. 


Sone To BE Sune at THE Re- 
cEPTion or M, ALpnonse Dav- 
pet (when he comes, and may 
it be soon !),—** We all love 
*Jacx’”’! es 


For Grammanians, — The 
latest Oxymoron ;—the new 
Pianist, Herr Saven, playing 
a ** suite.” 











THE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARISH. 


1V.—ELEcTIONEERING. 


Wuatever my wife may think about my public meeting, and 
whatever I may feel ab ut it myself, one thing is quite certain—that 
it has left Mudford a very different village from what it found it. 
When I commenced my great efforts in the cause of citizenship 
there was apathy and ignorance amongst the “* idiots "—as my friend 
Miss Part. Buutr insists on calling the villagers. Things travel 
yuickly nowadays, and at the present moment we are all ablaze with 
the excitement of electioneering. 

[ ought to say at once that Theve taken as yet no steps in my own 
candidature. I feel that, after the part I have played in the great 
Drama of Village Home Rule, the next move fone to come from 
a grateful and appreciative peasantry. In point of fact, I have been 
expecting every day, every hour almost, a deputation to ask me to 
allow myself to be put in nomination—I fancy that’s the correct 
phrase. So far the deputations have been as conspicuous by their 
absence since the meeting as they were annoying by their frequency 
before. Another curious fact I have noticed in this. Weare to have 
« Parish Couneil of seven. Thus far I have heard of exactly seven 
candidates and no more. is means that when I am i as 

| | shall be, of course, by all sections of the community (for | feel in 

my inward heart that it will be “‘ all right on the night’), there will 

. — one candidate too many. Who will be the unsuccessfal one ? 
wonder | 

Of the seven candidates, I should first mention Mrs. Leraam 
Havirr and Mrs, ARBpLe Marcu. Both of these ladies have started 
& vigorous campaign, and—mirabile dictu! (it makes one feel so 
literary to introduce every now and again a tag of Latin)—are 
running amicably her. Ata Parliamentary election it’s a case 

| of war to the knife, but now the lion lies down with the lamb; not 
| that, for one single instant, would I insinuate that either is a lion, 
|", for the matter of that, a lamb. I should be ashamed to be so 
| familiar, Mrs, Havrrr’s pl are everywhere on the walls. The 
¢ fect of contrasts is at times surprising. For instance— 
Use Bawawa Soar 
Leraam Havirt 

i FOR THE ParisH Councit. 

| rs. ARBLE Marcu is no less en isi , and has purple appeals 
| to you to vote for “the March of "and “the March of 
| Ideas.” It may be very funny, but I have no patience with making 
_* joke of such a serious matter. No one, at any rate, can ever 
| Sccuse me of being intentionally funny. 


| their programme ! 





It is announced from the Hall that the Squire has very kind] 
consented to stand ; the Vicar follows his neighbour’s example, an: 
will no doubt be returned, if for nothing else, as a compliment to his 
two charming daughters. (I think 1 must ask them to canvass for 
me when I come out. My wife declares she won't, and that she 
won't let my girls either.) That makes four candidates. The 
other three are BLack Bos and two of his mates, who are claiming 
support as the ** People’s Three.” E 

And now comes, perhaps, the most extraordinary thing of a!l- 

I tind that it is full of the most (so-calied) 
advanced ideas, bat that the plank which seems to be the most 
attractive is “Free Trout-fishing!” 1 confess I could hardly 
believe my own eyes when I read it. In the first place, it seemed so 
farcical. In the second place, the a | trout-fishing in the neigh- 
bourhood happens to belong to siz! What’s more, I dont see an 
way out of the difficulty. { met Brack Bos a day or two ago an 
asked him how he ever got such an absurd notion into hi+ head that 
the Parish Council had an thing to do with trout-fishing. ** It’s all 
right, Mr. Winxrns,” oni, he, ** just remember what Section 8 says.” 
I said nothing at the time, because I thought as a fact that that section 
referred to Boards of Guardians. When 1 looked at the Aah, cape enough 
I read, as being one of the powers possessed by the Parish Council— 
“ (e) To utilise any well, spring, or stream within their parish”... « 


I read no more. I had read enough. How any Parliament can 
ever have dared to insert such a monstrous section I cannot under- 
stand. But thereitis. ‘* Free trout-fishing!”’ Well—there ought 
to be someone on the Parish Council to defend the rights of property. 
I shall be the man. 

Next Tuesday the Parish Meeting in the Voluntary Schoolroom at 
7.30. It cannot fail to be an eventful night. 








Room-attics. 
(“ Madame Parti caught cold in a damp artist's room.”— Weekly Paper.) 


O motst, unpleasant — you + — overbold nigh [cold. 
When your rheum—(correc ng)—gave our tingale a 
When thermometers are falling youll disoover to your cot 
That a singer who has started damp is bound to be a “* frost.” 


Nor a Goop Name,—It came out in the Haxprwe-Cox divorce 
suit that “‘McNas” was the Scotch equivalent in hotel visitors’ 
books for ‘‘Surrn” or “Jowes.” It may be equivalent, but it 
isn’t good for *‘ McNan” (as where Surru and Jones might get off, 
the Scotchman would be ‘‘ McNabb’d.” 











remind him of drink, after he has spent hours in a dry, hot 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 


(CONTIN UED.) 


Let me collect my seattered senses! WhereamI? In Pitti Palace. 
On narrow staircase. Probably on forbidden ground. I hear footfall 
descending. Perhaps it may be one of the officials, and I shall be 
caught in the act of attempting to enter the royal attics! What would 
bethe punishment’ Death, or penal servitude? The gallows or the 
galleys’ Have happily several one-lira notes in my pocket. If these 
< are not sufficient, five lire, or even ten—— 

But I shall see what sort of man he is. 
a few « 


tourist. For the first time in my life am 
pleased to look at a German, though the 
cut of this one’s clothes is even worse than 
/ usual. Feel inclined to fall upon his neck 
? 4 and murmur “ Mahlzeit!” or “ Prosit!” 





or some other idiotic exclamation peculiar 
to his country. Fortunately, remember 
that these are only said in connection with 
eating or drinking. Perhaps, if I were to 
it would not tend to conciliate him. Therefore muster up the - 
dozen words of his awful language which years of anxious stady have 


| enabled me to master in all their complexities of gender, number, 


case, declension, conjugation, agreement, government, &c.—not for- 
getting the exceptions—and, taking off my hat, ask him if this is the 
entrance to the galleries. ‘Ja wohl,” says he. And moreover if I 
go up these stairs to the tov. ‘Ja wohl,” says he again. Em- 
boldened by his courteous affability, I remark that the staircase is 
very narrow. ‘Ja wohl,” says he, for the third time, and 

on. A very interesting conversation with an iatelligent for-igner in 
a country where we are both strangers. There is nothing like travel 
toenlarge the mind, Besides, one learns so much of foreign languages 
when one hears the varied idioms and phrase« ot the natives. 

Thus meditating I arrive at the top of the ladder. What a smell 
of paint! They are evidently deing up the palace. Turn along a 
passage about two feet wide—how that German got through it 
has puzzled me ever since—and find myself in a magnificent 
studio, filled with painters, easels, palettes and canvases, 
with the smell of paint. That German deceived me. I have 
come to the wrong place after all. Am just about to apologise 
and retreat when | perceived a fine old master on the wall, Peeping 
amongst the painters, easels, palettes, and cinvases, perceive 
other old masters, almost entirely hidden by the various erections of 
the studeats. At this moment an official riogs a small bell. Ask 
him if | may be permitted to look at some of the pictures on the 
walls, it it would not be interfering with the painters, ** Certainly, 
signore,”’ eave he. And ask him where the Pitti Gallery is. ‘It is 
here,” says he. What? I have reached it at last! But how can 
one see anything when the whole place is choked up with these 
execrable modern copies and the apparatus to su them?’ How- 
ever, I will see what I can now that I have got here, Happily the 
daylight will last tor at least another hour. ‘ But,” continues the 
official, as I meditate, “it is now four o'clock. The gallery is 
closed.” A Frnst Lapressionist. 


JOHN BULL A LA RUSSE. 


Tue Novosti and other St. Petersburg rs favour 
the notion of an Anglo-Russian entente cordiale. We 
shall have to adapt our conversation to our new friends. 
As thus :-— 

The Strand. 


Scene Enter 8. and 1. two quondam 


Cockneys. 
Why, there’s young Woratorr!... Ihardly knew 
you, little pigeon. in that fur shuba! 

Zzzdrrravetv—I mean, be in good health, Gospodin 
Dnorowrsky, how do yon live on? 

What do l live on? Why, vodka mostly, now that 
we've all turned Mureovites. But where are you 
going, lvaw Ivanovitcn ? 

I'm off to call on the Punchski Redaktor, at 10, Bouverieskaya Ulitsa. 

Why, so am I! let’s hire a droshki. 

Khorosh6é—exeuse my sneezing! . . . Hi. izvostchik, drive us to 
the Punchskoye Bureau. What's the fare? two roubles? oh, non- 
sense! you shall have fifty kopeks, and ten more for tea-money ! 

What an improvement those bells are, tinkling in the daga over 
the hurse’s neck ! 

Yes, bat Bozhe moi! that was a near shave with that runaway 
troika, down Wellin Street! How lucky it is the politsiya wear 
swords now to stop the traffic with. . . . 

Hullo, the Lyceumski Theatre is closed ! 





‘| some shtchi and pirogui at the Gaiety Restaurant! They’ve a very 


and | lations. Goopsopy was there (NELLIE him 


————— 

Yes, don't you know Gospodin Invixe and Gospozha Txxny are 
on tour! 

Oh, so they are.... Will you smoke? Here’s a papiroska, with 
a mouthpiece ! 

Thanks, I'll finish my sweetmeats! 

Well, here we are.... What, the thief of a vanka wants more 
money? Why, we've only gone a verst! 


Let ’s send for an i avni , and have him knouted!... Have you 
our passport i 
4 ooh vozmi! I mean, confound it! The dvornik here 
says the Redaktor’s too bus 


to see us! 

kaya dosada—what a iooi.. . Never mind; come and have 
good zakuska there to whet your appetite with! 

All right, little brother!... I say, old man, I can’t keep this up 
much 5 Let’s chuck it and emigrate ! 

e to! 

Oh, St. Petersburg, where they ’re all talking Engli«h now, as a 
compliment to our “ Prints Watesx1” and * Ghertsog Yorxs«x1.” 

Very well. Ta-ta! do svidanya till to-morrow! 








AN ENGAGEMENT. 
(A Page from a Diary.) 

Monday.—Delightfal news! My sister Neciie is engaged to be 
married! It came upon us all as a great surprise. I never had the 
slightest suspicion that NELLIE cared twopence about old Goopsopr 
Sr. Leozr. He is a staid, solemn old party, 
a ro fossilised bachelor we all thought. Not 
at all the sort of man to give way to emotions or 
to be in love. However, it’s a capital match for 
Necture as St. Leegr’s firm are about the largest 
accountants in the city. My wife thinks it will 
bea thing in another way, too, as my other 
six sisters may now have achanceof going off. It 
seems that when once this kind of epidemic gets 
into a family, all the unmarried sis nage popping 
uff like blazes one after another. Called with my 
wife this afternoon to congratulate Netiiz. Rather 
a trial for the poor girl, as all sorts of female rela- 
tives had cailed full of enthusiasm and congratu- 





**Gooprr”’) and seemed rather overwhelmed. He 
went away early and didn't kiss Netix. I thought 
this funny, and chaffed Ne.uie about it afterwards. a 
She said she’d soon make that all right. 

Tuesday.—Goopsopy is getting on. We had a family dinner at 
home to-night. He came rather late and entered the drawing-room 
with an air of great determination, marched straight up to Neti 
and kissed her violently. It was splendidly done and we all felt in- 
clined to cheer. He kissed her again when he went away, and lin- 

ered so long in saying good night to my mother that we all thought 
¢ was guing to kiss her too, But he didu't. My wife said that the 
— of those moments was dreadful. 

“ednesday. — He has kissed my mother—on both cheeks. 
I must say the old lady touk it extraordinarily well, though she 
was not in the very least prepared for it. It happened at five 
oclock tea, in an interval of complete sileace, and those two 
sounding smacks simply reverberated through the room. Mother 
was quite cheerful afterwards, and spoke to Nexiie about the 
trousseau in her usual calm and collected frame of mind. Still 
I can see that the incident has made a deep impression upon her. 
My wife told Macerte it would be her turn next. 

Thursday.—It has been Macate’s turn. Gooppopy called at 
home on his way frum the City, and set to work as soon as he got 
into the drawing-room. He first kissed Nexire, then repeated the 
performance with my poor mother, and, finding that Macere was 
close beside him, he kissed her on the forehead. Where will 
this end ? 

Friday.—He has regularly broken loose. He dined at home 
to-day, and, without a word of warning, kissed the whole family— 
my mother, Nettre, Macere, Avice, Manet, Potty, Mavp, 
little Bera. He quite forgot he had begun with my mother, and, 
af'er he had k Beta, got confused, and all over again. 
At this moment my wife and I came in with Aunt CATHERINE whom 
we had brought in our carriage. Both my wife and Aunt CaTHEKINE 
tried to escape, but it was no good. He kissed them both, and was 
just advancing towards me, when the butler fortunately announced 
dinner. Matters are getting quite desperate, and we none of us 
know what ought to be Aunt Carmertve had a violent fit of 
noes io the aga bedroom yy i se it 

urday.— engagement is broken Off. great relief. 
has been py oie for all of us. 


y \y 

















Deak To Dustuen.—“ A big, big D ”—in the window. 





— 








is up 











reo CHARIVARL —Dadmaiiia 1, 1864. 





FREES! 


FIRST QUALITY 


CHAMPAGNE, 


LAURENT. PERRIER 
} ea) : 


ne ce oa» rot hig 4 tye | be a TH 
1008 fis 
& y wh ine Merchants, all leading (lubs, Hotels 
and Kestaurants. And of 

—47~ iy & COLLINGWOOD, 4, 


ELEVEN 
YEARS 


OLD. 
This Grand 
Uld Whiskey 
is a blend 
of the produce 
of the most 
famous High- 
land Small 
Btills. 


25s. the Gall., 

60s.the Dozen. 
Cash only. 

pt of P.O. for ts. 4. 


RICHD. “MATHEWS & CO., 
rr) nt 38, BART sr. BLOOMSBURY, W.C. 
— 3 = sand the oo ee 





(EERINGS s2 


CopENHAGEN 


| Are cut of the question when tortured | 
| and disfigured with Bezema and other | 
itching, burning, and irritating skin 
an'bsealn diseases A Sin lie 
cation of the CUTICURA REME- 
DIES will afford instant relief, permit 
| Test and sleep, and point to a speedy, 
| permanent cure. 
Sold —_ the world. Price: Orrrorna, 2/8 
Four, /-; Resouvest, 2/3 ay. NEWUELY & Su 
1 Wing Einard Bet, Toon . B.C. 
“ to Cure kvery Skin Disease.” RR 


hte COUGH, 
OUP. 


util ZRO EMBROCATION. 
The celebrated 


Chemists. Price és. 
Bans My Rue dela 
Kew York— Voverns » North William — 





FLED YOUR CUlIine 


FRIDGES. 


JOSEPH GiLCOTTS 


igh lity, | Having 
Ra urability, are Therefore 


CHBAPEST. 








“ EXCELLENT —OF GREAT VALUE.” tancet, dune 15, 1889. 


PEPTONIZED 
eaten) COCOA & MILK. 


Most Delicious, Nutritious, & requiring no digestive fort. 


Titis 2 ‘ts Hglf-Tins (Sqmples) 1/6. 
SAVORY & SOORE, | LONDON. 














EN BRONZE | on: 
Oe ae paieL Tae, 


"Yale ALINE te invaluable.” rts 


WELCOME ALWAYS, 
KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


DELICIOU S—COMFORTING. 


* for een Ss put off with 
TLEMEN’S WICS. 








SMOKE THE CELEBRATED 


“PIONEER” 


SWEETENED TOBACCO, 


KNOWN ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


RIGHMOND CAVENDISH 
Co., Lto., 


Al THEIK BONDED WORKS, LIVER POUL, 


And retailed by all first-class 
tobacconists at home and abroad. 











Imitations of Mature. 


Tr 


PERFECTLY HARMIFSS. 
Sep Oe Sete ang gnaw Gnaghess 





Agents: BR wt. & BONA, Lox 





By Royal Warrants, 
Wine Merchants 
To Her Majesty the Queen, 
H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, 
H.R.H. the 
Duke of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha, 
And Her Majesty the 
Queen of Spain. 


HEDGES 
& 
BUTLER, 


WINE MERCHANTS, 


ESTABLISHED A.D. 1667. 
Zondon: 
155, REGENT STREET. 


nae ote 
BMMBASCHMES. 





ATENT { f) 40a ) FC 4 


ANTI-MOTH 


Wil pot here a kitten, but fatal to moths. Of 


it Ch ni , One ey Bet or fre as 


% 

















Kodak 


Across Asia on 
... a Bicycle. 


An interesting series of articles descriptive 


2500 Kodak Pictures. 

“The Kodak was carried over our shoulders on 
@ bic journey of 15, ellen, © feat that 
have been imp with an ordinary 


ing that the phot aphic success of our 
| ~ = was due — 35 the eacelience of 
that instrument. 


Price from £1 6s. Od. 
Send for Kodak Catalogue, 


Eastman Photographic 
Materials Co. Ltd., 
Lonpon & Fann, 


FRAISINE. 


, », Baroness ar, Low von 


WHISKY 
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A PICTURE GALLERY FOR ONE SHILLING! 


PEARS ANNUAL 


NOW READY. 
Fourth year of this now well-known superb Annual, consisting of 


CHARLES DICKENS’ GOBLIN STORY “ THE CHIMES,” 


WITH 80 ILLUSTRATIONS, IN HANDSOME COLOURED COVER, 
Specially Drawn by CHARLES GREEN, RI. 











This te @ Miniature Copy of one of the Three Presentation Plaire. tt ts printed in Twelve Gol es, without the margin, 17} ins. by 243 ins. 


THREE LARGE PRESENTATION PLATES 9% % ox mot Ariat Se of de Crome 


1. “A CHRISTMAS OFFERING.” From the Original Painting by Sani. Size 17} by 249 ins. 
2. “SEA HORSES.” From the Original Painting by Fred Morgan. Size 17} by 2654 ins. 
3. “THE FISHERMAN’S WOOING.” From the Original Painting by De Blaas. Size 32 by 154 ins. 
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SEA HORS:S. By Fred Morgan. 
This te another of the Three Presentation Plates. It is printed in Fourteen Colours, and measures, without the margin, 17} ine. by 254 ine. 


*,° As the whole Edition has always been sold either before or within a few days of Publication, early application is necessary in orler to secure * 
copy of this really artistic and marvellous production. 7 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. 





| Published by the Proprietors, Messrs. A. & F. PEARS, Limirep, /1—75, New Oxford Street, London, W.C.; by Messrs, Gorpow & GorTcn. in Melbourne; 
and by Tae LerexyationaL News Company, in New York. Sold by Booksellers and Newsagents all over the World. 
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